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T is with the greateſt Reluctance that J undertake the Office of ap- 
pearing in Publick; but the Quarrel, mention'd in the Title-Page, is 
now become ſo publick, and an Affair of ſo much Conſequence, as 
Mr. Rich has attempted to blacken my Character with the Name of a 
Cheat, and Impoſtor, by affirming publickly that the Piece is not mine; 


* that J cannot, in Juſtice to my ſelf, be ſilent any longer. I have 
retorted the Infamy of that Charge back upon himſelf, by proving the Truth of m 


Claim before many Witneſſes, and by many Evidences; particularly the Atteſta. 1 
tion of one Gentleman, who affirms, and is ready to give Oath, that he ſaw me write 
every Line of it, and heard every Speech, and every Song, in their firſt imperfect 
State, and ſaw them afterwards finiſh'd. This (as Innocence is juſtifiable in a few 
Words) is ſufficient Proof of the Juſtice of my Claim: And it any of Mr. Ric}s 
Friends can doubt the Truth of it, they may, by enquiring at the Bookſeller's tor 
whom this is printed, fee the Gentleman, and make their own Ears their Judges. 
How Mr. Rich came by it, what Uſe he makes of it, and what Injury he intends 
me, is the Buſineſs of the Remainder of this Preface ; and in this I ſhall beg Leave 
to be almoſt tedious in Length, as the Story is moſt ſtrange, My Appeal is to 
the Gentlemen who will compoſe the Audience the Night he inteads firſt to play it: 
It is from them alone I can hope to find Juſtice now. But as they have ſhewn a 
noble Spirit of Reſentment on all juſt Occaſions, I am fo far from deſpairing, that 
I even promiſe myſelf Succeſs 3; and doubt not, as I have told Mr. Rich, that when 
this Preface has been read, and the Town acquainted with the Injury he intends 
me, there will a thouſand Gentlemen reſolve to go, and to prevent it: And that 
as ſoon as he attempts to play the Overture, he will hear a general Call of Juſtice 
tor the Author, Pay the Author, inſtead of the Applauſe he promiſes himſelf ; and 
that nothing will be ſuffer'd to be heard till he has agreed to do it. 

This is the Juſtice I hope and promiſe my ſelf from thoſe Gentlemen, when I 
have given them Proof that I deſerve it, by a fair Relation of what has paſs'd be- 
tween Mr. Rich, his Friends, and my felt upon this Occaſion. | 

He threatens me with Law if I do this, but that I cannot be afraid of while con- 
ſcious that I am guilty of no Crime. I have a better Opinion of the Laws of my 
Country, than to believe they can be wreſted to the Puniſhment of any innocent Perſon, 

It is about four Years ſince I finiſh'd this Piece; at which Time I carry'd it to 
Mr. Fletewood, in the Middle of that Seaſon. He approv'd it, and ſaid he would 
perform it, and doubted not but it would be very much both to his Advantage and 
mine; but that as it was now the Middle of a Seaſon, and much Time would 
be taken up in getting ready the Scenes, and Machinery, it wou'd be impoſſible to | 
bring it out that Winter. As I had no other perfect Copy, I took back that I by 
had left with him, and in the very Beginning of another Seaton, went to him again; iy 
he (unfortunately for me) was out of Town; and after waiting ſome Days, fearin 
this Seaſon wou'd be loſt too, I carry'd it to Mr. Rich's, and went the following 
Day to know his Reſolutions, but neither that nor any Day afterwards, for a lon 
Time, could I ſee him at Home, or any where elſe; till at the End of a Month, 
or longer, Mr. Fletewoed coming to Town, I told him how ſcandalouſſy I was us'd, 
and by his Advice recover*d my Copy, with Mr. Rich's Anſwer, That it was an in- 
iudicious Thing, and not fit for the Stage. Mr. Fetewood was on this going about 
it, but to my inexpreſſible Surprize, I heard Mr. Rich was buly in it; aud too 
forward by a Months Preparations for Mr. Fletewood to overtake. On this he was 
ſorc'd to drop it: And I immediately apply'd to Mr. Rich, to know what * meant 
by going to work on it, without my Knowledge, Advice, or Concurrence : And 
here began the String ol his Evaſions, which he has ſtretch'd and varied to ſo in 
credible a Length. It was with the utmoſt Difficulty, and after many Days At- 
tendance, that I ſaw him to ask this, _ had for Anſwer, only, that he was * 
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ing nothing of mine, and that J had had my Copy back long ſince. This I re- 
ſented, and talk'd publickly of, and every Body's Opinion was the ſame, that he 
had kept mine long enough to make a hundred Copies before he ſent it back. And 
I believe, taking me for a Boy, and incapable of making Reſiſtance, he had re- 
ſolved to play it in Spite of me that Seafon : I think he advertis'd that he wou'd, 
but finding afterwards, I ſuppoſe to his great Surpriſe, that moſt of the great Men 
in the Kingdom had ſeen mine, and knew the Story, he was terrify*d, and dropt 


it for that Time, but has ever ſince been carrying on his Preparations for it, and 


making the Town almoſt every Month expect it, but in vain, till having now hit 
on a new Scheme of alttering it, till he ſhall be able to ſwear it is not mine: He 
is, in Earneſt, now reſolv'd to do it; and the Firſt of Zaunary is appointed for 
the Day. *T'is likely he had deſigned it ſooner, but that our Quarrel has prevented 


it; for about the Middle of November I heard, at his Play-houſe, that it was to 


be acted there before the End of that Month; on which, the following 


Day I wrote 
to him. | 


SIX, 


« Y Hear you are now going to play my Orpheus, which you have ſo often talk'd 
« |} of, and ſend you this to inform you that I am ſtill in Being, and as reſolute 
« to reſent the Injury you intend me, as ever; and that unleſs you give me Satis- 
c faction, I will take ſuch Methods of Reſentment, that it never ſhall be acted. 


I ſhall expect your Anſwer To-morrow, at the Bar of the Bedford Coffee-houſe, 
« under the Piazzg, where I will call for it. 


And am yours, as you uſe me, 
F F Joun Hirr. 


This Letter he never anfwered, but as a Gentleman whom I can produce, brought me 
Word, ſwore the Peace againſt me for it; and was uſing all Means to find where 
I liv'd : On this, I immediately went to the Bedford Coffee-houſe, and left Word 
for him, who I was, and where I liv*d ; on which a Gentleman of his Acquaintance, 
and not unknown to me, came to me from him, and ringing in my Ears the fatal 
Effects of the terrible Law, propos'd an Amicable Meeting; i told him, I was 
not to be fright'ned into any thing, and at firſt refus'd it: But however, he per- 
ſwaded me afterwards, and the next Day I ſaw Mr. Rich at his own Houle, where 
1 ſhould have been indeed ſurpriz'd, it I had not known Mr. Rich too well to be 
ſurpriz'd at any thing from him; for he told me with the graveſt Face imagina- 
ble, That his was another Orpheus, and had another Author. I anſwer'd him, this 
wou'd ſoon bring all to a Concluſion, for he might produce that Author, and if 
he was the Author, he might prove himſelf ſo, as T had done, and then I had no 
more to ſay againſt him. This I ſpoke with a Smile, that told him I deſpis'd 
ſuch poor Evaſions. I need not inform the Town that he did not produce him; 
but however he perſiſted in affirming there was One, and that he was my own inti- 
mate Friend, till vanquiſh'd in this Attempt. He ſtarted another Tale, That he 
had been about it long before I wrote mine, even ſeven Years ago; and That Mr. 
Lambert painted Scenes for it, and Mr. Stead copied it at that Time; who wou'd 


both atteſt it. Theſe Perſons I offer'd to meet, with him; and told him, Thar 


if they were Men of Worth and Character, and wou'd ſwear this, that ſhou'd con, 
vince me. This he agreed to with great Pleaſure, and the next Day at Twelve 
o Clock was appointed for the Meeting, neither he nor any of them came to the Place: 
J then delir'd to ſee them in the Evening, which was again agreed to; and in the 
Evening Mr. Nich came with Three of his Friends, One of whom was Mr. Stead, 
who, when I ask'd him ſeverely, how long it was ſince he copy'd Orpheus tor Mr. 
Rich, inſtead of ſwearing it was ſeven Years, ſaid he believ'd it might be four ; and 


Mr. Lambert never appear'd at all. This Attempt being alſo fruſtrated, and Mr. 


Rich even almoſt filenc'd, I propos'd a Trial, and offer'd to ſtand by it; which 
was to put my Orphens, and what he call'd his, or I know not who's, into the Hands 


of 
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of any Man of Judgment, who ſhou'd determine (as the whole Town will find it 
eaſy to do, when his is publiſh'd) whether they were two Works of two different 
Authors, or one a miſerably-alter'd and mangled Copy of the other. I nam'd Mr, 
Pope, Mr. Littleton, or Mr. Glover, but he was hardy enough to ſay, and attempted 
to prove, they were not Men of Judgmemt, and wou'd agree to neither, He pro- 
pre the Lord Chamberlain; that I agreed to, but he went back from that alſo. 
Here, again quite baffl'd, Mr. Rich, as his laſt Puſh, hinted at a Gentleman, a 
Man of Fortune, and Character in the World, whom I have more Regard to De- 
cency than to name, as the Author; and when I doubted it, and ſaid it was impoſſi- 
ble, he told us, he had been there but he Day before, and produc'd, in Triumph, 
a Letter from him, dated that very Day, by Way of Confirmation. This Gentle- 
man I waited on the next Morning, and found ahother Maſter-piece of Mr. Rich's, 
that he had indeed been there, and told this Gentleman that I ſaid, he was the 


Author, and had given it me: And when I nam'd the Letter to him, he told me 


fairly what it was about; which was upon a Buſineſs, and a Buſineſs the moſt diſtant 
imaginable from Poetry. | 

This Affair has given me a worſe Opinion of Mr. Rich than any thing elſe, and 
made me very much concern'd that it was my ill Fortune to have any Dealings with 
him: For a Man who can ſo meanly and monſtrouſly depart from Truth, as Mr. 
Rich did, when he told this Gentleman I ſaid he was the Author of my Orphens, 
can, I fear, do any thing: But when driv'n from all theſe Evaſions, the final Attempt 
appear'd ; Mr. Rich produc'd, out of his Pocket, an Orpheus, which he call'd his, 
and not mine, and wou'd make that Company (all of them his Friends, choſen for 
the Purpoſe, except one Gentleman whom I brought merely to be a Witneſs of what 

i'd) the Judges between us, inftead of Mr. L:leton or the others I had nam'd: 

his I wou'd not agree to as a Deciſion ; but as I was very defirous to hear his, 
I produc'd a Copy of mine, which a Gentleman in the Company read without a 
Stop or Accent, in a cant Tone, as if it had been a Sheet of Law French: That 
Gentleman may underitand Law very well, but I am fure he is a very ill Reader of 
Poetry as 1 have ever heard. Mr. Rich then read his own himſelf, with his beſt 
Grace of Diction, and not without ſome Fiouriſhes of Action. The honou- 
rable Company gave it againſt me; to which I anſwer'd only, That had Mr. Rich 
read mine, and that Gentleman his, even they, prejudic'd as they were, would have found 
the laſt inſufferable. This Trial will doubtleſs bring into my Reader's Mind an- 
other Controverfy of no little Fame. I ſhall not call my Antagoniſt a Pan, nor 


my {elf an Apollo, but I am ſure our Judges were every One a very Midas; and were [ 


indeed a Son of Apollo, they ſhou'd wear for Life, each an imaginary: Pair of Ears, 
longer than his real Ones, It is plain to me, and will be to the World, when his 
appears, that it is nothing but a ruin'd and cruelly-butcher'd Copy of mine. And 
though it ill becomes me to ſay any thing that looks like Praiſe to my own, yet 
this I will be confident to affirm, as I ſhall immediately prove it, that his has not 
one Beauty but what it takes from mine; and wherever it varies from mine, runs 
into ſome groſs Blunder, in moſt Places into mere Abſurdities. To the beſt of my 
Memory his Interlude runs thus, 

The firſt Scene is an Apartment of one Mrs. Rbodope's a Queen, and as Mr. Nich 
inſorm'd us (for 1 don't know how the Devil we ſhou'd have found it out elle) a 
Witch too: Here the Curtain riſes as in the Mourning Bride, to flow Muſick, and 
ſhe opens the Drama, by a Soliloquy that has not been in above 500 Plays already, 
to tell us how powerful Love is beyond Empire; this as a Queen, then as a Witch 
ſhe conjures ye up a Snake; ay, and a Snake of Underſtanding too; for he receives 
her Commands, and then goes off. : 

Then, I think, there is a Scene of proud and diſdainful Orpheus (Things very fo- 
reign from his true Character) refuſing the Love of this conjuring Queen. And next, a 
Maſter-piece indeed, and all that (as Mr. Bayes ſays) a molt beautiful and very lively 
ſcription of the Joys of Sacred Marriage, by Orpheus and Eurydice, a Couple of People, 
who (as we hear afterwards) had not been marry'd long enough to Joſe their Maiden- 
heads 3 for when on the burning Marl of Hell, he ſeeks her afterwards, we hear him 
calling her a Virgin Wife; and I hope he was too much a Gentleman to tell a Lye 
in ſo nice a Point, eſpecially when ſpeaking to the Father of 'em; After this * 
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Stuff, they betake themſelves to their Day's Work, in different Places, (as odd ag 
Employment for a Wedding - day, as I wou'd wiſh to hear of.) While they are about 
this, a Snake, we hear, ſtings Eurydice in the Heell; and juſt at that Moment 
Orpheus happening to come by, gives us ſome very tender Matters in Words and 
Song. 15 | 

Ti he ſecond Interlude is a poor and ruin'd Copy of my firſt Scene. 

The third is the Hell-Scene ; and that he may ſwear indeed is not mine, and] ſwear 
ſo too; for, to my Aſtoniſhment, it is Milton's Hell, and not the Elyſium of the 
Ancients, that this excellent Contriver has brought Orphers into to ſeek his Wife — 
What? among Lucifer, Mammon, Belzehyb, &c. you'll ſay? No truly, 'tis worſe 
than that; for though *tis Milton's Hell, he has ſtock'd it with a Pluto; no Pro- 


| ſerpine indeed, but a ſiaging Pluto, and dancing Fiends and Furies! Proſerpine (as I 


ſaid) we don't hear of, ſhe may be gone to ſleep, perhaps, or abſent on ſome other 
Occaſion : But I think this inimitable Poet ought to have told us what that Occaſion 
was, that we might the better have excusd Mr. Askalax's doing her Buſineſs for her 
ſo very ſcurvily. | 

After this we ſee em paſs the Stage together filently, before the Scene of his looſing 
her, which is again mangled from mine; and differs but in omitting of the beautiful 
Scene of Terrour, as it is call'd, and in having this pitiful and unneceſſary Scene firlt. 

When he has loſt her, REodope appears again to court him, and is again rejected: 
Then conjures up to her Revenge, the Rage of Bacchanals, who, that it may differ 
from mine, kill him behind the Scenes, inſtead of in the View of the Audience. Then 
this Rhodope, whoſe Part is all the Way, excepting the Trifle of her Witchcraft, a fine 
Tragedy Queen, concludes in Character, and ſtabs herſelf, and dies 

Then for his laſt Scene he has a miſerable Copy of my ſecond ; and btings Apollo, 
doing the dead Orpheus Honour, inſtead of my Bacchus revenging him: And where 
Bacchus in mine ſpeaks for Concluſion, the Moral of the Whole he ends with a Song. 


This indeed I do not wonder at, for I cannot ſee any Shew of Moral through the 
whole Work; and believe the Alterer forgot it, as ſome late Authors have a Thing 


almoſt as material, their Plot. But not to be too hard upon him, perhaps he traced 
the Story no farther than Ovid's Metamorphoſis, and conſequently was fo little a Ma- 
ſter of his Subject, as to think me impertinent in mine: But it wou'd be too hard 
to inſiſt on ev'ry Poet's Underſtanding Greet; and as I muſt always be ftrict to 
Truth and Juſtice, I ſhall frankly confeſs, I owe my Moral to Socrates. 

This is, as far, and as fairly as I can remember, the Character of this ſome-body's, 
or no-body's Orpheus. Mine it wou'd not become me to praiſe; and in very Sincerity, 
T have a worſe Opinion than I think any Body elſe has of it. The univerſal Applauſe 
it has met with (for even my Enemies confeſs its Merit) wou'd make many young 
Poets vain; and I cou'd ſet Names to it here, that would make it almoſt ſacred from 
Infamy : But to ſpeak my own real Sentiments, I am atham'd of publiſhing it, as I 
am now a Man, whoſe Time and Studies are, and ought to be taken up by Mat- 
ters of more Conſequence. If Vanity of the empty Name of a Poet, had induced 
me to print it, it had been printed long ago; but as Juſtice was the only Motive, 
now alone is the Time for its Appearance, Were it even worle than Rich's, the Pub- 
lick will pardon me, and tell me I need not be too much aſham'd of ir, when they 
know, as I have prov'd, in Order to the proving it mine, that I was a Boy, in an 
Apprenticeſhip when I finiſh*d it, and a Boy indeed at School when I firſt laid the 
Plan, which in Truth, I have little vary'd from, as more proud of what (imperfect 
as it was) I could do then, than of the beſt I could do afterwards. Such as it is, 
the pretended Author of the other cannot, I believe, charge it with ſuch groſs Inconſi- 
ſtencies, and palpable Abſurditics, as I have mark'd in his. The Faults as he calls 
*em, which Mr. Kich points out in it, I ſhall be proud to acknowledge, as I count 
*em its beſt Beauties. The firſt is, that my Eurydice appears not till in Elyſium ; 
and this has been call'd the moſt artful Thing in the whole Contrivance, as the Au- 
dience hears her for ever talk'd of, and have their Expectations rais'd to a Heighth, 
before they ſec her, It Mr. Rich believes this to be only my Opiaion, I will produce 
to his Confuſion, the Gentleman who firſt ſpoke it. Of this I can aſſure him, his 
Lurydice makes ſo very ill a Figure, that it had been much for his Credit if ſhe had 
not appear'd till in Hell too; where I think, according to his maſterly Contrivance, 
ihe 
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ſhe ſpeaks not a Syllable, and then he might have been ſure ſhe wou'd have ſaid no- 
thing to be Jaugh'd at. The ſecond is his Objection to Orphers's Song, as he calls it, 
to Pluto and. Proſerpine, which he very ingeniouſly ſays, will take up fix Weeks in 
performing. This too, after I have ſer Matters in a juſt Light, 1 ſhall not be aſham'd 
to ſay I am proud of. I call it a Cantata, four Parts in five of which are only Re- 
citative ; nor is it longer than moſt of the good Things of that kind that have been 
publiſh'd : I have ask'd the Opinion of a Judge in Muſick, and learn that nige Mi- 
nutes will be about the Time it will take up in perforining. There is nothing in the 
Words impertinent or uſeleſs : And when my Readers conſider the Buſineſs of that 
Performance, to change the God of Hell from Fury into Pity, they will tell me, I 
ſhould indeed have deſerv'd to be laugh'd at if I made a ſhorter do it. 

The laſt and great Objection is, that my Orpheus has no Rhodope in it; And what 
his, Rbodope has to do with the Story, who ſhe is, or where this Alterer found her 1 
cannot imagine? Ovid was certainly a Maſter of Story, and: he names no ſuch Cha- 
racter ; but this Gentleman I find is for improving on him: Who ſhe is, and where 
he found her, was the next Buſineſs of Enquiry ? For this I ſearch'd all the Books 
I could imagine him coverſant in; Ovid's Metamorphoſis, which to be the more likel 
to meet with his Thoughts, I got in Engliſh too; then Tooke's Pantheon, and Little- 
ton's Dictionary, but no Rhodope can I meet with there of any Conſequence, but the 
ſame Virgil's and Horace's Rhodope, which is not a Queen, but (as I muſt inform this 
learned Gentleman) a Mountain cover'd with Ice; nay Pope talks too of Rhodope's 


Snows: Now our Poet muſt have the Devil of a Knack at Alluſion, if he can form 


any between a Mountain cover'd with Froſt, and a- Woman burning with Luft. 
Theſe are the Objections he has made, and I have anſwer'd 'em I believe even to his 
Satisfaction, at leaſt ro his Shame: I. have heard of no other, nor, though he ſhould 
ſtart new ones, ſhall my Reputation be any more concernid in ſo ridiculous a Quar- 
rel, but I will lay the Defence of it on ſome One of thoſe great Names that counte- 
nance it, and let them anſwer for their Judgment. I ſhall draw to a Concluſion, with 
one unhappy Trip Mr. Rich has made in his private Converſation. He told us of a 
Snake of 17 Foot long, which he had beſtow'd 300 J. on in Clock-work, to give it 
Motions in itfelf, This I glory'd in not a little, imagining he would acknowledge 
it my Hydra; and a glorious Figure it wou'd make indeed, to fee it of that enor- 
mous Length, and performing in itſelf the Motions ! deſcribe for it, on hearing Or- 
Pbeus's Muſick: And by my Plan all this was even necellary : But behold, this is 
not to be the Hydra now, but the Serpent that ſtings Eurydice: But theſe Artifices 
are too thin to paſs on any Judgment. Will not the meaneſt Capacity ſay, that One 
of a ſeventeenth Part of the Length wou'd have done the Buſineſs full as well, nay 
even none at all, as he contrives the fatal Stroke to be given behind the Scenes; and 
no-body will believe he would. be ſo mad, ro make one of that prodigious Length, 
ind cram three hundred Pound's- worth of Clock-work down his Belly, to make him 
do what Nothing might have done as well; *tts monſtrous and incredible! ; 

The Difference between his and mine is great indeed, but 'tis of ſuch a Kind, as 
will never make it paſs on any judging Man, for another Work of another Author, 
for 'tis eaſy to ſee, that wherever he differs from mine, 'tis a ſtudy'd, not an acciden- 


tal Difference: And as I have fairly prov'd, is ev'ry where for the worſe. 


If I have forgot, or miſtaken any thing in his, I ſhall be ſorry; but 1 am pretty 
ſure J have not, as One of the Gentlemen who was in Company, and whom J 
have made a thorough Convert ſince, finds not the leaſt Miſtake. What has been 
:mpoſlible to know, I have modeſtly guets'd from Circumſtances, and fer down 
o; What are Facts I have affirm'd: There are many Things that thoſe who do not 
know Mr. Rich may think incredible: I have heen deeply injur'd, and may have ſpo- 
ken warmly, but wou'd not willingly be ſuſpected of the leaſt Shadow of an Un- 
truth; and ſhall therefore inform whoever doubts, that J have Witneſſes, and thoſe 
Men of Character and Reputation too, to the ſtrangeſt Things, for no Part of this 
(Quarrel has been in private. 

am aſham'd of the Length of this Preface, and beg the Pardon, and Favour of 
its Readers, to prevent the Injuries this ill Man intends me. 
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Proſerpine, 


Orpheus, 


Calliope, 


Hymen, 


Eurydice, 


Pluto, 


Bacchus, 


The Muſes, Bacchanals, Clowns. 
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SCENE. An oben Plain; Forrefts at a Diſtance, Under a hollow Rack, Orpheus leaning in 
a melancholy Poſture on his Harp. A Noiſe of a tempeſtuous Wind heard among the Trees, and 


Roaring behind the Scenes, as of à River of 
ariſes and comes forward, plays a ſhort Pr 
with it, Sings.] 


S there a Pain that can compare, 
1il-fated Love, to thee ? 
Horrours like thine, can Hell prepare? 
Or Heav'n ſevere, decree ? 
Dead ] dead Eurydice / 
With Love, with Anguiſb, and Deſpair 
My raging Soul at once poſſeſs d ; 
Struggling, as Earth-impriſon'd Air, 
Heaves, and ſhakes my lab ring Breaſt, 
Impatient of Delay; 
To tear, to burſt its bleeding Way, 
And fly eniarg d to thee | 


ing down a Precipice. After ſome Time Orpheus 
elude on his Harp, and then accompanying bis Voice 


[As he ſings this, the whole Scene is in Motion by the wonderful Power of his Muſick : 
The Trees bend their Heads, and at length move toward him, till they have form d 
a Foreſt all about him. The Rock under which he ſat falls in pieces, and the Stones 
gather round him, The tempeſtuous Wind is huſb d, and the Roaring of the River 
ſtops. Beaſts of all Kinds, Savages from the Foreſt, and Sheep from FA neighbours 
ing Paſtures gather liſining round him. Clowns from their Work enter among them, 
and neither they, nor their Cattle, ſhew any Fear of the Savages, nor they any Fierce- 
neſs ; all other Paſſions being drotun d in Admiration. On one Side enter Hymen 


with a Look of Pleaſure and Amazement. | 


Hym. O Pow'r of Harmony ! divine Muſician | 
See at his Feet each Savage of the Deſart 
Wrapt in attentive Silence as he ſings, 
Melts from his Fierceneſs into tender Paſſions ; 
While lining Rocks, and this new-rooted Foreſt, 


Big with new Powers, proclaim his wond'rous Voice, 


Warming with Life th'inanimate Creation | 
The Tempeſt, that with loud Deſtruction wing d, 
Toſs'd in its Way th' affrighted Peaſant's Cottage 
In Ruins down, now filent in mid Air, 
Forgets a-while the Ravage it intends ; 

And the rough Wave on yon tall Precipice, 
Hapgs hov'ring, nor remembers more to fall! 


Orph, 
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Orph. Hear theſe? and hears not ſhe ? hear not the Gods! 
Hym. Words of Deſpair | and Looks of burning Anguiſh! 
O fatal Change! Horrour for Nuptial Joy 
Triumphant on his beauteous clouded Brow. 
Tell me, lov'd Orpheus, why this Scene of Sorrows ? 
Are theſe the Robes of Tranſport ? do theſe Tears 
Become the Bridegrom of Eurydice? 
Orph. Never let Man believe he can be happy. 
No more the Bridegroom, but the widow'd Mourner 
Am I, O Hymen, of divine Eurydlice. 
T O Source ſo ſoft of Joys, to me of Sorrow : 
3 To me thou giv'ſt a Moment's Taſte of Heav'n, 
To make me pine for ever at its Loſs. 
Hym. Her haſt thou loſt then? Moſt unhappy Youth !_ 
What Cruelty of Fate has torn her from thee ? 
Orph. Why do I live to tell? For Love, O Hymen ! 
For Love and Virtue dy'd Eurydice: 
Trembling ſhe ſaw th' ungovern'd Youth approach, 
His Eyes declar'd his Purpoſe ---- ſwift ſhe fled, 
Swift as ſome pitying God had giv'n her Wings 
She fled--- but left, alas, her Life behind. 


Fill'd with the Raviſher's dire Form, ſhe ſaw not 
The deathful Serpent rolling to her Way 


In horrid Spires, but in her Foot receiv d 
Th' envenom'd Wound ; ſhe fell, (O my Ewrydice !) 
7 And rav'ning Death ev'n ſeiz'd her 3 in her Fall if 


[Sings. Tell me, O tell ſome pitying God ! 
And give my tortur d Soul Repoſe, 
How does its dearer Part, 
My lou d, my loſt Eurydice 
Enjoy or mourn her new Abode ? 
Does ſhe ſecurely ſmile in Peace 
Or pines ſhe thus for me ? 
Hou with uncertain Fear my Boſom glows | 
But "tis decreed I muſt not know, 
Till down to her 1 go < 
Then fwell no more, in vain, my Heart, 


But break, and give me Eaſe. 


gil. he ſings this, the whole Scene is in continual Motion; the Trees bend their Heads, 
the Stones ſhake, and the Beaſts make a melancholy Howling, When he has been gone a 
little while, Things recover their farmer State again. The Clowns and their Cattle lool 
with Terror and Amazement on the Savages, and fly preciputately from them, while they 


appear in all their Fierceneſs again, and run bellowing into the I cds. The Tempeſt, and 
Kaaring of the River, are heard, as at firſt. ] > 


INTER- 
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INTERLUDE II 


8 C E NE. A delightful Mountain, In Profpet an Intermixture of Rocks and Forefts in wild 
Grottoes ; open Plains in other Places, and Brooks falling in natural Caſcades : On one Part of 


it Calliope ſeated, with the other Muſes round her, playing ſoft and melancholy Mufick en their 
Harps. After ſome Time Calliope ring, /ings, „Playing fe Au fic ei 


Mo more | no more ] theſe ſolemn Sounds 
Enflame, not heal my Grief; 

Your fatal Kindneſs deeper wounds 
Wi here it would bring Relief ! 


Thus mourns my Son --- 


Here ſhe flops une xpectediy, as quite overcome with 
Tenderneſs, and tinable to proceed. Aſter ſome 
Time of Silence, Chorus of all.] 
O Grief inſatiate, raging Fiend, 
Thou Tyrant murd rer of Repoſe, 
With Bluſbes thy pale Cheek be ſtain d, 
While this immortal Victim bows! 


(ee e, Phatbus, O Beal her wounded Breaſt ! wy 
CeleRtial Sounds are vnin + 


The meagre Foe conſumes her Reſt, 
And triumphs in her Pain ! 


[Chiru.] O Grief inſatiate, raging Fiend, 
Thou Tyrant murd'rer of Repoſe, 
With Bluſbes thy pale Cheek be ftain'd, 
While this immortal Victim bobs ! 


eie . -— 

Call. O Stay! ſee where the dear unhappy Boy 
Beneath yon gloomy Grove unloads his Breaſt, 
And tells to pitying Savages his Sorrows: 
Loſt in Deſpair, and wand' ring, thoughtleſs whither, 
This Way he bends his melancholy Steps. 


[ Here again a perſect Silence: After ſome Time Orpheus is heard ſinging as he enters, 


Tell me, O tell, ſome pitying God! 


Call. O They are deaf, my on ͤ—— 2 Or, 


* 
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Orph, They are, they are More pitileſs and cruel 
Than Rocks or favage Breaſts - No longer then 
I'll tire theſe babling Ecchos with my Pray'rs ; 
Down to th' infernal Realms I'll fearleſs go, 
And bend before that Throne where now ſhe bows : 
There I'll addreſs my Song --- there ſummon all 
The ſacred Pow'rs of Muſick to my Aid, 
And move thoſe Hearts that ne'er were mov'd before: 
Then ſhall be known the Pow'r of Harmony, 
Hell ſhall give back my Bride --- Hell ſhall give back 


And leave to Heav'n its Name inexorable. 


Call. Whither will this wild Paſſion hurry thee ? 
Forbear, forbear my Son --- 


Orph. No — Tl be calm--- 
Yet ſtand unſhaken in my dreadful Purpoſe, 
I'll go - Ill ſeek my loſt Eurydice; 
Nor Heav'n nor Earth ſhall ſtop my eager Journey ! 
T'll bring her back, or ſtay for ever there! 


[Sings.] 7/hat Pow'r has Fate that can controul 
A Breaſt ſecure like mine? 
Or J. ſucceeu, or free my Soul, 
In Life or Death we join. 
Equal to welcome either Doom, 
T come, Eurydice, I come. 


[As he ſongs, the Trees, and Stones, and Beaſts draw towards him again. When he has ended 
be goes off haſtily ; Calliope follows him, and the reſt of the Muſes follow her ſinging.] 


0 Grief, &c. 
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INTERLUDE III. 
SCENE. The Hell of the Ancients. 


, [The Stage open'd to its utmeſt Extent to give Room for the Varicty of Phantoms its Inhabitants, 
The Top bounded by the River Phlegethon, burning with a flrong ſulphureous Flame all the IVoy that 
it 7s ſeen to run, Next within that, the Throne lefty and magnificent, contriv'd with all the Pright- 
neſs and Horrour imaginable, as by flain'd Glaſs with Lights behind. At the Gate of Entrance, 
near the Front of the Stage, the monſtrous Hydra with its fifty Heads and fiery Breath for the 

inner Guard. A dreadful and confus'd Noiſe of groaning, howling, ſbrieting, & c. as from the 
tortur'd Inhabitants ; and frequent Flaſhings of blue r. the ſide Scenes. The = Stage 
darken'd as much as poſſible, to give theſe things a ſtronger Appearance by their own Light, After a 
Fufficient Time for this to be obhſerv d, a loud and harſh Noiſe of lifting up the Bars, and opening 
the Iron Gate, and enter Pluto and Proſerpine led in by Tyſiphone the outer Guard of the Gate. 


A terrible Spectre with a flaming Torch in her Hand, dreſsd in a bloody Robe, and Hair of 
hiſſing Snakes, 


Plut. Whate'er it be- be watchful in your Poſt, 
And let none enter here ---- ſhut the vaſt Gate 
With all its Bars--- [Exit Tyſiphone and ſhuts the Gate.] 
| Now we may fit ſecure ; | 
Not ev'n my Brother Joe, with all his Gods, 
Could force a Way thro that ſtupendous Barrier. 


[The nue gives Way, and rhey walk up the Stage, and ſeat themſelues on the Throne. 
The ſhrieting, &c. loſes its loudneſs, and ſoftens into a diſmal melancholy Murmur ; and 
the whole Stage being perfectly enlighten'd is ſeen cover d with the Inhabitants of the Place. 
The Furies dreſs d like Tylphone on Iron Beds, with Whips, and Inſtruments of Torture 
in their Hands. A huge T ytius chain'd along the Ground, reaching the whole length of 
the Stage, his Breaſt tore open, and two Vultures ſitting on it feeding on his Liver. Sy- 


ſiphus labonring up Hill with his Stone, A Theſeus fix'd on his burning Rock, An 


Ixion fa/ter'd to his Il heel continually turning round with him, A Tantalus fixed up to 
the Chin in Water, with delicious Fruits playing over his Head, both tobich be is conti- 
nually trying to catch, and bath flill flying from him. The Lapithe with flarv'd and 
meagre Faces, ſeated at a rich Banquet with one of the Furies for a Companion, who, if 
they attempt to touch any thing, ſhakes her flaming Torch, hiſſes her Snakes, and thunders 
at em with her Voice. | 


Proſerp. What is it that diſturbs my Lord ? 


Plut. Some being, 
Of Subſtance much unlike the airy Forms 
That wander in our viſionary Shades, 
ls juſt arriv'd --- but who or what we know not : 
He charm'd, they ſay, by Force of pow'rful Sounds 
Our churliſh Charon, and fierce Cerberus, 
And mix'd undaunted mong the Crowd of Ghoſts, 
Striking inceſſant his amazing Lyrel 
The Shades in yon Elyſium hover round him 
Thick as Autumnal Leaves --- 
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Plut. 1 rather think ſome other daring Mortal 
Forgetful ſure of that bold Wretch's Fate, [fointing 1s Theſus.] 
On ſome romantick Purpoſe. 


1/} Fury. If it be --- 
If ever I have ſerv'd thee well, my King, 
In high-wrought Pains, and Soul-conſuming Tortures, 
As theſe great Trophies loudly witneſs for me, oui to the tortur*d Ghoſts. 
Give me, to ſting him howling thro' our Regions, 
And plant ten thouſand Daggers in his Breaſt |! 


Plat. "Tis granted --- but be cunning in your Torments, 
And make the Scene a Maſter-piece of Horrour! - 


[Orpheus is heard playing en his Harp at a Di//ance.} 


Plut. Hark, Proſerpine ! methinks a diſtant Sound 
Plays in my Ear--- 'tis ſurely he without, 
Aiming his Muſick at Ty/phone : 
Twou'd make me {mile if he ſhou'd tame that Fury! 


[Here the Bars lift up, and the Gate flies open of its own Accord. 


Plut. Amazement ! --- ſee the pond rous Gate ſelf-open'd 
Bids the bold Victor enter! --- 'tis ſo--- a Mortal! 
Ariſe, my Miniſter of Vengeance --- tear him! [Orpheus ſeen playing. 


Here Orpheus Hands in the Gate of Entrance in a Poſture 4 imploring Pity, and plays on 
his Harp a Prelude to the fellowing Cantata. The Fury that roſe up to deſtrey him ſtands 
till as in Amazement, and Admiration of his Muſick, and drops the Whip out of her 
Hand, Pluto and Proſerpine continue with Appearance of the utmoſt . Aſtoniſhment, look- 
ing at Orpheus, and at each other, At length the Hydra at the Gate moves back and lies 
down firetcl'd at his whole length, in a Poſture of Attention: On which Orpheus enters, 

aud advancing nearer the Throne, kneels and ſings, 


Recitative, Great Deities, to whoſe tremendous Throne 
Two Worlds with awful Fear their Homage own, 


May endleſs Ages fill theſe Plains, and tremble at your 


Frown | 


See 
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See from the foyleſs Realms of upper Air 
A wretched Youth abandon 'd of the Gods, 
Conſcious of your unbounded Pow'r, repair 


An humble Suppliant to your dread Abodes |! 


Air. Theſe Gods unpitying hear my Moan, 
Nor can they heal my wounded Breaſt ; 
You mightier Po rs, tis you alone 


Can give my tortur d Soul to Reſt ! 


My Bride, my lov'd Eurydice 

Is yours --- ſo early Fates ordain . 
Me too, O keep then-— or decree 
That She may bleſs my Arms again ! 


Recitative, By the ſoft Fears that ſhook thy tender Breaſt, 
Üben Once, dread King, thy Proſerpine was coy! 
By theſe thy Hours with her ſeturely ble}, 


Crown'd with immortal Love, immortal Toy | 


By the warm Sighs, bright Queen, the ſtrong Alarms, 
When firſt with Love thy Virgin Boſom glow d : 

By thoſe divine, thoſe all- refiſtleſs Charms, 

To which the Lord of theſe vaſt Regions bow d! 


Ale. © Yield, O yield a pitying Ear, 
Propitious to my Prayr ! 


Recitative. Relenting, give her to theſe Tears ? 
Soon ſhall we both again be yours : 
IV hat is, alas, our Length of Years ? 
A tranſient Dream of fleeting Hours ! 


Air. So ſhall the Lyre for ever tell, 
Your ſacred Names how I adore : 
How you the Gods of Heawv'n excel 
Wot leſs in Mercy than in Pow'r ! 


[ 4s he ſings this, the whale Scene of Horrour 
is at a Stop with Attention to him. The Fu- 
ries drop their ſavage Looks, and Iuſtru- 
ments of Torture. The Vultures on the Breaſt 


E of 
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of Tytius, ceaſe to feed, and turn their 
ads toward him. Syſiphus refts upon his 
Stone, Ixion's Wheel flops. All the reſt 
ſhew the ſame amazing Proofs of Attention; 
and Tyſiphone forgetting to ſhut the Gate, 
great Numbers of other Ghoſts from Elyſium 


come continually crowding in] 


Prof. Amazement! Can there be this Pow'r in Sounds ? 
His Muſick has ſubdu'd my Soul, and fill'd it 


With tender Thoughts it never felt before 


Plut. Tm loſt in Tranſports of Delight and Pity ! 
Pity thee! dear, dear Youth! Is there in Nature 
Ought ſo inſenſate, but muſt pity thee ? 

Behold this wretched Troop of tortur'd Ghoſts, 
Whom thouſand thouſand Ages ne'er have givn 
A Moment's Reſpite from their Fate before, 
With fix'd Attention--- hang upon thy Voice; 
And each, to feel thy Pains, forget his own! 


Orph. Since you can pity — make, O make me bleſt! 


Plut. Bleſt thou ſhalt be, as I have Pow'r to make thee : 
Thy Soul ſhall bid adieu to all its Cares ; 
Shake off the Chains of dull Mortality, 
And live to ſhare unbounded Joys with me | 
Now ſtretch thy utmoſt Thought now rowze thy Soul, 
To form Ideas of ſupreameſt Bleſſings, 
And be prepar'd to meet a nobler Store: 


Name but a Joy, and it ſhall crown thy Wiſhes. 


[ Lpile Pluto is ſpeaking this among the Crowds 
of Ghoſts that flack in to hear Orpheus, 
Eurydice enters : Immediately on ſeeing him 
ſhe runs to him, and hangs upon his Neck, with 


Appearance of the utmoſt Foy and Fondneſs. 
He holds her in his Arms, and expreſſes in 


his Look the ſame Signs of Love and Tran- 
ſport. ] 


Prof. She, now thy Soul's beſt Pleaſure, thy Eurydice, 
For whom thou gav'ſt this wond'rous Proof of Fondneſs, 
Whom thou haſt follow'd to theſe dreaded Shades 
Shall crown thy joyous Hours with Love and Beauty, 
With Charms that Fate can rob thee of no more | 
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Orph. Tranſcendent Goodneſs | Miracle of Bounty! 
How ſhall my Soul expreſs the thouſandth Part 
Of this vaſt Load of Gratitude and Praiſe 
That inward ſwells, and labours here for Utterance ? 
Yet, O ador'd! O greateſt Deities ! 
By this amazing, this unequal'd Goodneſs, 
Look pitying on the Frailty of our Nature, 
And grant the fond Requeſt it bids me urge? 
Pardon that I decline a-while theſe Joys 
That woo my Soul to bleſs d Eternity: 
While this lov'd Object triumphs in my Heart 
I wou'd be mortal ſtill, with her be mortal; 
With her re-viſit Earth's uncertain Pleaſures, 
Till Death ſhall bring us to theſe Realms again. 


Eur. O Orpheus --- O my Heart teach me ſome God 
How I ſhall pay him this prodigious Debt 
Of Love -- of Gratitude -- dear, dear adord ! 


Plut. Amazing Blindneſs! That a Wretch of Earth 
Can wave the Joys of Immortality, 
Again to wander thro that diſmal Scene 
Of Pains and Miſeries! --- howe'er, tis granted. 
[4s foen as Pluto has ſpoken this, Eurydice 
(who for the Reſt of the Time he was 7 * 
ing, had ſtood with Appearance of the higheſt 
errour, as fearing he would deny) flies to 
Orpheus, and again holds him, ſpeechleſs 


— ſome Time in her Arms, and afterwards 
ug,; 


Euryd. Again, my Orpheus, do we meet ? 
Cs Again the Joys of Love repeat, 
Triumphant over Death's Alarms? 
O my Heart's abundant Joy, 
My dear, my lovd, my heav nly Boy, 
IVelcome, welcome to my Arms! 


Orp. Do theſe Arms again infold thee ? 
Do theſe Eyes again behold thee ? 
Bright with all thy wonted Charms : 
O my Souls ſupreameſt Treaſure, 
Deareſt Source of ev ry Pleaſure, 
Welcome, welcome to my Arms! Theſe 
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Theſe mighty Deities, whoſe Pom 'r | 
Has rais'd us from the Depth of Woe, 
And bid our Joys unbounded flow, 


How can our Souls enough adore ] 


14. 


or” 


Both, Theſe mighty Deities, whoſe Pour 
Has raisd us from the Depth of Woe, 
And bid our Joys unbounded flow, 
Ho can our Souls enough adore | 


Plut. Such Joys as Earth beſtows attend ye tis your Choice. 


Prof. Eurydice, 'Thou'rt free to leave theſe Regions, 
Orpheus, 'Turn from her, lead the Way to Earth, 
She ſure ſhall follow--- and this, her airy Being, 
Shall in the Journey, change its looſe Contexture 
To what ſuits Earth — But this is not a Buſineſs 
For mortal Eyes to dare be prying into. 
Hear therefore, and obſerve this ſacred Law : 
Turn not again nor dare to look behind thee 
Before thy Foot re-touch its native Earth. 
So ſhall ſecure Succeſs attend your Journey. 
But ſhou'd'ſt thou dare to break this dread Command, 
Know, from that Moment all our Grants are void, 
And thou ingrate a deeper Criminal 
Than is the fouleſt of theſe tortur'd Ghoſts ! 
Now go: Obey: and Peace attend your Lives, 


Till Fate reſtore you to immortal Pleaſures. [Exeunt.] 


[As ſoon as Orpheus is gone, the Ghats re- 
fume their former Employments.] 
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INTERLUDE IV. 


SCENE. A thick gloomy Mood hettucen Earth and the infernal Shades : All the Trees halſe rot- 

ted, crach d, and decaying ; the Leaves that are on them of a wither'd vellmwiſh Colour, and the 
Ground underneath, deep cover'd with others of the ſame kind, as if the Fallings of many Seaſons, 
No Path vijible thro any Part of it. The Stage very much darken'd, and a kind of dead Still- 
nefs thro the whole Mood : No Viice of any kmd heard, nor Motion, fo much as of the leaſt Breath 
of I ind to ruffle the Leaves. Faint Glimmerings of Light now and then darting among the 
Shades. At the farther End enter Orpheus, as on his Fourney to Earth, Eurydice following at 
a little Diflance : They advance flowly toward the Front of the Stage. 


Orph. Hail, dear Returns of long- expected Day 
Hail, ye faint Glimmerings of its diſtant Brightneſs ! 
Now we may give our Toil a Moment's Reſpite, 
Cheer'd by thy friendly Beams--- we ſaid, my. Soul? 
Fond Thought! How know I but I am alone? 

Alas, I hear her not! — why, nor have ever [iſt 'nins.] 
Thro' the long Mazes of this tedious Journey : 
--= Her airy Step eludes my heavy Senſes. 

But ſhe muſt now be Fleſh --- now fit for Earth ; 
Why then do I not hear?--- I muſt not look! 

O cruel Proſerpine! ſevere Command | 

Not till my Foot ſhall touch its native Earth : 
Why this is Earth --- Oh! no, deluded Soul, 

This diſmal Scene ſpeaks loud the Realms of Death! 

Alas! How eaſy, midſt the wild Meanders, 

The Scenes of horrid Darkneſs we have paſs'd 
May ſhe have loſt me--- or, perhaps fatigu'd, 
Or faint with Terrour at the fearful Journey, 
Have laid her down in Anguiſh and Deſpair, 
While I purſue the pious Toil in vain! 
Diſtraction ! pardon Hell! I muſt, muſt look, 
Eurydice! 


[The Moment that he looks back, a dreadful 
Noiſe like a Thunder-Clap is heard from 
the infernal Regions, and repeated at ſome 
Diſtance to the third Time. Orpheus and 
Eurydice continue all the while filent, look 
ing with Deſpair at each other, at length 


Euryd. O fatal, fatal Raſhneſs 
"Twas the dread Signal of fierce Pluto's Anger! 
Again we part, and all our Joys are loſt ! 
| | I go 
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Igo -- farewel | farewel, alas, for ever, 
Dear, dear unhappy Boy | 


[ Here Orpheus runs to her, and as he attempts 


to hold her, ſbe vaniſhes from within his 
Arms, which he claſps together ſeveral Times 
afterwards, as attempting to find her again.] 


Orph. — "Tis vain ! *tis vain! 
Twice have I loſt thee, O Eurydice ] 
Twice then will I regain thee --- down to Hell 
Again I'll follow thy unhappy Shade, 
And yet re-call the Joys this fatal Folly loſt ! 
Ah no! no more muſt I ſeek Pity there, 
The great Command is broke — a wretched Criminal | 
Muſt I now bend before thoſe angry Pow'rs ? 
Doom'd, in eternal Exile from her Preſence, 
Some other diſmal Pain --- O Horrour ! Horrour ! 
Farth, be thou then my Hell ! 


IA, he ſpeaks this, he often looks toward Earth, 
and toward the infernal Shads, and juſt be- 
fore the laſt Line, aſſumes a Look of Reſa- 
lution, and turns forward, then ſings, 


Life I loath : but dare not die | 
What has unpitying Fate in Store 
That can encreaſe my Sum of Woe ? 
My Breaſt is torn and ſuffers more 
Than 'Tytius' tortur'd Ghoſt below. 
What are his two Birds of Hell? 
Here a thouſand Furies dwell ! 
I hither, O whither ſball I fly? [Exiz.] 


[The Trees, &c. give the ſame amazing Proofs 
of Attention, as in the fir/l Scene, 
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INTERLUDE v. 


SCENE. A ſpacious Plain, clos'd by a Proſpett of Rocks and Foreſts. A perfect Silence and 
Stillneſs thro? the whole Scene; and the Stage darken'd, to expreſs a calm Night: The Moon» light 
trembling among the Trees, and gilding part of the Rocks and diſtant Hills. Orpheus ſeen wan- 


dering thoughtleſsly about, among the Trees; and at length advancing toward the Front of the 
Stage, he ſings, 


Tell me, ye glitt ring Hoſt of Stars, 
While I wander thus forlorn, 
Which of you, when I was born, 

Its baleful Influence ſhed 
O'er my devoted Head? 
Dire Author of theſe waſting Cares. 


Tell me, O Parent Earth, 
Fas e er before, 
Since op ning Chaos gave thee Birth, 
Thy ever-trodden Boſom bore 
A reich compleatly curs'd as I? 
Whoſe ſad Thoughts bear 
Eternal War, 
IF ho cannot live, who dare not die ! 


[The Muſick while he ſings, the ſofteſt and moft melancholy imaginable, to give the fironger 
Contraſte to the following Part of the Scene. The uſual Proofs of Attention thro the 
brute and inanimate Creation. en he is gone out, loud Shouts heard of Euhoe! Eubos! 


Euhot! behind the Scenes, and enter in an irregular Manner, a Company of Bacchanals, 


Mimen in wild Piſtures, and fantaſtick Habits, as enflam'd by Wine, making that loud 
and confus'd Noiſe of Foy : Garlands of Vine- Leaves on their Heads, and Spears in their 
Hands wound round with Vine and Ivy-Branches : Their Hands, Faces, and Garments 
flain'd with Wine, Some o them carrying Torches for Light, and others bearing a kind 
of Trophy, in Henour of Bacchus (whoſe ſacred Rites they are ſolemnizing) which they 
carry to the Top of the Stage, and form a grand but irregular Dance before it, The Mu- 
fick wild, loud, and diſorderly. When the Dance is over 


1% Bac. Now let our Voices rend the trembling Air 
With ſtrongeſt Accents tis to Bacchus Honnour. 


Hear ye wild Rocks, and Hills, and loud re-eccho | 


— 7 all, Bacchus 7s greateſt in Heav'n's high Modes, 
Ador d of all Mortals, belov'd of all Gods ! 


iſt Bacch. 
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1ſt Bacch. Soft to give the wretched Eaſe, 
Bold, to bid the injur d dare, 
Gay and ſmiling, ſweet in Peace. 
Fierce and terrible in War. 


Chorus Bacchus 7s greateſt in Heaven's bigh Abodes, 
of all. Ador'd of all Mortals, belov'd of all Gods. 


2d Bacch, He can give to crown our Mirth, 
Thirſt or Hunger leſt we fear, 
Streams of Milk from barren Earth, 


Honey from the tufted Spear. 


Chorus Bacchus 7s greateſt in Heav'n's high Abodes, 
of all. Ador d of all Mortals, belov'd of all Gods. 


zd Bacch. Him if impious Men deſpiſe, 
Or dare our ſacred Rites annoy, 
Great in Vengeance ſee him riſe, 


And Kings with horrid Deaths deſtroy. 


Chorus Bacchus is greateſt in Heav'n's high Abodes, 
of all. Ador d of all Mortals, belov d of all Gods. 


[As another is beginning [to ſing, Orpheus en- 
ters among the Trees at the farther End of 
the Stage playing en his Harp, ſhe hearing 

it, turns that May, and as ſoon as ſbe ſees 
him, cries out, 


ath Bacch. The Syren, Siſters | whoſe enchanting Sounds 
Unflame us with Deſires of Love and Wine; 
old and inſenſible himſelf to either: 
eo im; tear th' enchanting Mouth aſunder, 


And lcatier oer the Fields his mangl'd Carcaſe 


. . [4s ſhe ſings this, ſhe runs toward him, and 
C taſſes her Spear at him All follow her FE x- 
; | ample ; and afterwards gather up Stones and 


throw them at him. He kneels, and in a 


Poſture of entreating Mercy plays on his 
Harp, and ſings.] 


Orph. 
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Orph. Pity | ah pity an unhappy Wand'rer ! 


Un- meaning ought offenſive to your Rites. 


[They give no Attention or Regard to him, but 
continue throwing Stones more violently, 
But for the laſt Miracle of his Muſick their 
Spears and the Stones they threw both charn'd 
by it hang in the Air, and before they came ta 
him, fall at his Feet.] 


1/2 Bacch. His Muſick Charms our Weapons from their Purpoſe, 
With loud Euhoes drown the plainful Sounds. 


Here they all hollow out Euho?, Eubob, Euhoes 
and with their Noiſe drown his Muſick, then 
the Stones fly to him, and at length he falls, 
on which they run to him, and taking him 
up, pull off bis Arms, Legs, and Head, aud ; 
tearing his Body all in Pieces, ſcatter it a- 
bout the Stage, 


3d Bacch. Revenge] how ſweet art thou !--- ſee where he lies! 


Now form the ſolemn Dance of Joy and Triumph. | e 
[ Here another Dance; when it is almeſt con- 
cluded, enter Bacchus in his Chariot drawn 


by Tygers. They all gather round him dan- 
cing, hollowing, and ſinging, 


Bacchus is greateſt, &c. 


[He firſt looks with Compaſſion at the Limbs 
and mangl d Carcaſe thrown about the Stage, 
then ſternly at them, and with Appearance 
of the higheſt Indignation figns to them with 
his Hand to be filent., They all draw back 
and ſcatter themſelves with Terrour here and 
there about the Stage, 


Bacch. Be ſtill--- nor think with theſe pretended Raptures 
To drown the Horrour of this guilty Scene! 

What hell-born Fury urg'd you to this Cruelty ? 
What Stuff impenetrable bound your Hearts 
80 firm, as cou'd reſiſt his pow'rful Mulick ? 

Saw you not ev'n your Weapons loſe their Force? 
And fall as humble Suppliants at his Feet? 
And cou'd Shame let you ſtand unmov'd to fee it! 

G How 
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How have ye ſtain'd with Blood my ſacred Rites ! 
How with a Cruelty too great for Nature 
Branded Religion's Name] --- Mine's the Diſ-honour, 
And Heav'n and Earth call loud on me for Vengeance | 
Be then theſe guilty Plains that ſaw the Crime 
The Scene of Puniſhment, and ye inhuman 
Be rooted here, eternal Monuments: 
How dreadful the Decrees of Wrath divine! 


— 


[ Here he waves his Thyrſus t9ward Heav' n. 
Thunder and Light ning, then a dreadful 
Shriek, and all the Bacchanals are turn'd 
into Trees, Bacchus then deſcends frem his 


Chariot, and coming to the Front of the Stage 
ſpeaks, 


Such, impious, will there riſe in ev'ry Age, 

To ſhock the World with Scenes of holy Rage : 
Zealots of all Religions ſhall they come, 

Of Thrace and Greece, of Egypt, and of Rome. 


But this moſt pity'd, moſt unhappy Youth, 
This Wretched Martyr to un-equal'd Truth, 


Each God, and all good Fates at once forſook, 


When charm'd top ſtrongly, by too bright k Look : 

He ſcorn'd Elyſium, ſigh'd for upper Air, 
And dar'd the Joys of Earth to Joys of Heav'n prefer : 
Yet pitying, what we ſuffer'd ; here we viewd 

To this we doom'd who ſpilt his ſacred Blood, {pointing to the Trees.) | 
And bid the World his mournful Story tell, 
Un-aided, but not unreveng'd, he fell! 
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" . 
—— } 
* * 


* 


P. S. This Opera was intended either to be perform'd ſingly as 
it is, by Way of an Entertainment, or if the Taſte of the Town 
wou d like it better, with the Songs and Speeches much ſhorten'd, 
and a Harlequinade intermix'd. In that Form Mr. Rich intends 
what he performs ſhall appear, and tho! T imagin'd he wou'd 
* unqueſtionably have made a new Harlequinade) as I have heard 

much of his Talent that Way, yet I have Reaſbn to believe, he 
will play my Harlequinade too, and as I think, without any 
Alteration. 


| _ 
———— — 
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